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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Drank Her Most Gracious’s jolly good health, and 
many of ’em, and going strong for the century. Good business! 
Rule Britannia! What record breakers we are! ‘ Went and helped 
them open Kensington Palace to the public (admitted thousands, 
we did!). Ran over to the Hague to help Queen Wilhelmina and 
the Queen Mother receive the Peace delegates, and got back just in 
time to help Lord Rosebery open a Cottage Hospital at Carshalton. 
Lord X., in course of his speech, ‘‘ made out ”’ that there isn’t much 
to choose between the rich or poor man’s lot. H’m! I dunno. 
He said no man, rich or poor, can eat more than one dinner at a 
time. Well, as I say, I dunno. 


A FAIR OFFER. 


’Twixt the poor and the rich the difference which 
Lord Rosebery sees is small, 

There isn’t, in fact, sufficient to attract 
In plethoric means at all. 

“ You can eat (sov. or dime) only one meal a-time ’’— 
It depends on the size, maybe, 

But all J say is—put it this way, 
Will Rosebery change with me ? 


Ran round to the rehearsal of the Royal Military Tournament ; 
looked in at Mr. Beerbohm Tree's loyal infantile matinée (so to 
speak), and then had a quiet hour or two with the French pictures 
at the Orbach Gallery. Dined with Lord Rosebery and the rest at 
the Cecil. 


Thursday.—Took H.R.H. down to Great Yarmouth and took 
Mark Twain to call on the Austrian Emperor, and helped him to 
work off that little joke about having learnt a German speech for the 
occasion and forgotten it. Afterwards took the Duke of York over 
to Islington, and helped him to open the Military Tournament 
without fuss. Helped Sir Squire Bancroft (in absence of Sir Henry 
Irving) to preside at the meeting of the Actors’ Orphan Fund, and 
dined with the Royal General Theatrical Fund. 


Friday.—Started Her Most Gracious off for Ballater in capital 
form, after which had to run down to Great Yarmouth and help the 
Prince review the Norfolk and Suffolk Volunteers. Met the 
Governor of Holloway Gaol, who tells me that they've been obliged 
to discontinue sorting waste paper at the “castle” because the 
number of cheques and notes found among it is too much of a 
temptation to the prisoners! Think I shall set up as a waste-paper 
sorter. Um? 
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A NEW OPENING, 
You may pick up the dibs in the city maybe 
By booming bare tracts in S. A., 
Or, by wedding an heiress, bid poverty flee, 
Or by writing a popular play, 
While by offering “ prizes ” a bit’s to be made— 
But, if these occupations should fail, 
It seems one might find it a jolly good trade 
To sort paper in Holloway Gaol ! 


Made off to Prestwick as soon as possible, and saw John Bull, jun., 
pull off the Golf Championship—then to the officers’ ball at Great 
Yarmouth Town Hall, and, I fancy, didn’t go home till morning. 


Saturday.—Went over to the Hague, and fetched away a lot of 
newspaper correspondents who couldn’t get any information. Good 
old Russia and good old secrecy! Went round chafting the magis- 
trates about the Inebriates’ Act which won't act. Went to the 
first Coaching Club meet, also took the Duke and Duchess of York 
to make a special effort in aid of the West Norfolk and Lynn 
Hospital. Dined with the Musicai Directors’ Association. 


Monday.—Took H.R.H. and Princess Victoria down to the 
Royal Military Tournament, and then took the Duchess of York on 
to the Great Northern Central Hospital to unveil the memorial to 
the late Duchess of Teck. Cut across to Paris and heard a bit of 
the Dreyfus report. Had a look in at the second Exhibition of the 
International Society of Artiste. Attended the Levée—clean collar 
day—and got H.R.H. carefully round to the Royal Agricultural 
Society (where he talked about next year as “the first of a new 
century’; he knows best, of course, but I don’t care for ninety- 
nine coals when I order a hundred). (Mem.: Abel got on a wicket 
in the morning and stayed all day !) 


Tuesday.—Went and welcomed Marchand to Toulon, then off to 
see some toy-dogs at the Crystal Palace, where also helped Duke 
and Duchess of Connaught to open the (every) Article (on-the- 
board-a-penny) Club Show. Passed the afternoon at Jennie Lee's 
Ben. (remember Jennie ever since she wanted to “toi her shoe 
shtring” in Chilperic!) having seen Kruger off to Bloemfontein in 
the morning. Wonder what he was thinking about ? 


ORACULAR. 
Old Kruger’s off to Bloemfontein 
But what he’s gone for, I opine, 
That wily “‘ Dutchman” will decline 
To offer us the faintest sign ; 
The upshot may be very fine, 
Or the result may be condign, 
I just repeat this news of mine— 
‘Old Kruger’s off to Bloemfontein.” 

Tue Sprorres. 
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JOHNNIE ENTERTAINS THE CURATE. 


Curate (paying visit, to little boy, during parents’ absence).—‘* Ah, my lad, you've 
never heard me recite ‘The Death of Nelson,’ bave you ?’’); 


Johnnie. 


be the death of Oi, too!” 


More of Morley. 


‘Tis not that our party, with apathy’s chill, 
Though tempers are tarty, and grumblers feel ill: 


Still members of station 
See some compensation 
In this ‘‘ rumination,” 


A sign of goodwill, not apathy chill, but merely goodwill. 


You ask me a riddle, a speech to explain, 


And, hey-diddle-diddle, were surely more plain: 


If I lacking lenity, 
Cloud your serenity, 
Lost is amenity, 


You will feel pain, if this hard riddle I try to explain. 


Now if Imperial really is sane, 

Which some may query 
Why should authority 
Rest with majority, 
When poor minorit} 
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‘Never, zir; but I ’opes as ’owyyou bean’t be a goin’ ter do it. 


It might 
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The Poor Millionaire! 


(‘As Lord Rosebery reminds us, he 
can only eat one dinner at a time, ride 
one horse at a time, wear one set of 
clothes ata time.”’—- Westminster Gazette. ] 


Pray pity me, kind friends, although 
I am a millionaire ! 
I’ve health and strength—I’ve never 
known 
‘‘ Fell sorrow’s tooth,” or care. 
I've quite as many suits at home 
As good Queen Bess had dresses. 
My peerless stud of racers taut 
Each visitor impresses. 
I have no foe; there’s not a stain 
Upon my reputation. 
I've given thous. with generous hand 
As heirlooms of the nation. 
I’ve never puffed a company 
With falsified prospectus. 
My deeds are sans reproche and free 
From irritating spectres— 
‘The white flower of a blameless life ’— 
Yet daily I grow thinner, 
For—I’m confined per time unto 
One horse, one suit, one dinner ! 











Choosing a Flower. 


(‘The attempt of the Radicals to 
make a sort of rival to Primrose Da 
failed miserably. I only saw one yout 
with a white daisy in his button-hole all 
day, and a Daily News correspondent 
only saw one white rose at that temple 
of light and leading, the National Liberal 
Club.”—‘* Wideawake,” in the People. ] 


THE Rads. sat in conclave most glum ; 

They sighed, and seemed as if struck 
dumb; 

Then one got up and said, ‘‘I say, 

We want a sort of Primrose Day. 


‘‘What flow’r shall be our emblem, 
then ?”’ 

Up rose the wisest of their men ; 

‘‘Why, something blue is what we’ll 
choose, 

Because, we've always got “ the blues’! 


Loud were the howls at this home- 
thrust, 

Some almost wept, while others “‘ cussed.”’ 

‘¢ All looks black,”’ groaned one, ‘‘ to our 
sight, 

So, for a change, let’s chose one white! ”’ 





If ’tis our doom to wait, as some have said, 
Let us then “ ruminate”’ on Madhi’s head— 
Sure such barbarity, 
Clear want of charity, 


Hasn’t a parity— 
Manners ill-bred—Madhi no one should hate, after he’s dead. 


Expansion’s a loss not gain—national curse— 
Fevering a people’s brain—what could be worse ? 
Bad for humanity, 

Purely insanity, 


Nothing but vanity— 
Emptying the purse—that’s where we feel the pain—reason 


most terse. 


call national gain— 


A Libel. 


Tommy Wagg.— Pa, what does ‘M.D.’ after a doctor's name 
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A FEAT. 


Auntie.—‘ Well, Popsey, there you are on the wrong side of the fence! 


Popsey (aged three).—‘‘ No; I’m doin’ to dump under it!” 


Waftings from the Wings. 


The Adventures of Lady Ursula has been superseded by The 
Cowboy and the Lady, a new and original comedy in three acts, by 
Clyde Fitch, and produced for the first time in London at the 
Duke of York’s Theatre on the 5th inst. The locality is Colorado, 
and an American company, including Mr. N. C. Goodwin and Miss 
Maxine Elliot, pourtray this latest addition to our repertoire, for 
which playgoers must thank Mr. Charles Frohman. 


The Alhambra management have secured the services of Miss 
Letty Lind, who, by kind permission of Mr. George Edwardes, will 
charm her audiences with a selection from her well-known and 
recent successes. Miss Lind will make her first appearance on 
Monday evening, the 12th inst. 


A Great Minitary Drama.—Mr. Robert Arthur seized the 
psychological moment when the Dreyfus affair came to a head to 
produce the great military drama, One of the Best, at the 
Princess’s Theatre on the Istinst. The central scene of this play 
is the public degradation before his regiment of Dudley Keppel, 
who has been convicted on false evidence of having been a traitor 
to his country, and the stripping from him of the insignia of his 
rank in the same way that the unfortunate French officer was 
treated. When One of the Best was first produced, it will be 
remembered that the debonair William Terriss played the part of 
the hero, the character being in the opinion of many the best the 
ill-fated actor ever created. Mr H B Stanford fills this part, and 
it may be doubted whether there is another man on the stage who 

# more thoroughly. No has been spared in 
} y » ¢ ‘ 


‘ a 


expense O 


Going to jump over it?” 


How are you going to get back ? 


effective by the engagement of two of the Guards’ bands and a 
number of Guardsmen. 


Mr. Robert Newman’s afternoon concerts at Queen’s Hall are in 
every way satisfactory. The Ysaye Orchestral contract, in which 
this brilliant violinist collaborated, sent one away filled with satis- 
faction and delight. It is really wonderful the amount of music 
Mons. Ysaye extracts from so small an instrument, and the time 
and display of technique on his part leave the critic without an 
occupation. Mons. Ysaye will appear on the 12th inst., when he 
will give a violin recital, and again on the 17th inst. Mr. Chevalier 
continues his daily recitals in the Small Queen’s Hall, at 3 o’clock. 
One never tires of listening to this versatile artist. 


The Coroner and the Flea. 


[ During an inquest at Whitechapel the coroner was noticed to 
be uneasy. Once or twice he made a dash asif to catch some 
elusive object on his table, and at last, addressing the jury, said: 
‘Gentlemen, I have a witness here that I do not require. For the 
last few minutes there has been a flea rg my about.the table. I 
have made several attempts to catch him, but failed. I do not see 
it now ; perhaps it has left the court.’”’—Vide Press.] 


How did the active little flea 
Escape the coroner's quest, 
Perhaps to torment you or me 
About the back or chest ? 
How skilfully it hopped away 
When he it wildly sought, 
And though in court it jumped that day, 
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Wife.— John, you are getting a regular CRaB, that would not buy me one of the new 


summer sunshades.”’ 


John.—"* No wonder, my dear; with your LONG-TAILED FISH-u, EEL-skirt, and SOLES 


with high heels, you’ve knocked the MuscLr out of me with this fashion. 


3ut there’s no 


use CARP-ing, you make me OYsTER when I look at you!”’ 


A Game of Spoof. 
A FINANCIAL TRIO. 
Rvussi4 :— 


Goop morning, Bull! Pray how do you 
do ? 
I fancy you're looking fatter— 
I’ve called, my friend, to mention to you 
A little financial matter! 
I’m sorry, indeed, to have to report 
That my friend La France, who's a right 
good sort, 
Is at present a little—well—what you 
call ** short,” 
So cannot attend to the matter! 
My note of hand I will leave with you, 
If financially you'll respond— 
And I’m sure you'll agree 
When you’re dealing with me 
That my word is as good as my bond! 
FRANCE (effusively) 


Yes, bis word is as good as bis | 





BULL (sotto voce) :— 
Well, it couldn’t be worse than his bond. 


ALL :— 
Oh, happy’s the man who has money to 
lend, 
And happy, indeed, is his indigent 
friend; 


For sweeter than honey 
It is to have money— 
No matter whose money— it’s money to 
spend ! 
FRANCE :— 
I’d lend the money at once myself, 
I'd willingly, gladly spare it— 
But, alas, I do not possess the pelf 
To Bull it or yet to Bear it ! 
So I hope you'll oblige my excellent 
friend— 
He’s a man to whom it’s a pleasure to 
lend— 
On peaceful objects the money he'll 
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He’ll pay you back at an early date, 
He’s exceedingly pure and just— 
So I hope you'll agree 
As a favour from me— 
To—er—what you call—‘ down. with 
the dust.” 


Russia (persuasively) :— 
Yes, I hope you will ‘down with the 
dust.”’ 


Butt (sotto voce) :— 
I must think ere I ‘‘ down with dust’’! 


ALL :— 
Ah, happy’s the man who has cash of 
his own 
To advance to his friends in the form of 
loan ! 
There’s never a chappie 
So perfectly happy 
As he who has plenty of cash of his 


own. 
BULL :— 
Well, well, my friends, as you seem in 
need, 


Perhaps I may lend you the money— 
But I hope that you both will abstain 
from greed 
When sharing the Far East honey. 
IfI lend you this money you'll surely 
agree 
That it would be a little bit rough upon 
me 
If either of you were to make too free 
When dividing the Far East honey. 
If I lend you the cash, I really hope 
From borrowing you will cease— 
And I’m hoping, you know, 
You’ll allow me to go 
On my peaceful way in peace! 
FRANCE (effusively) :— 
Ah, certainly! Vive La Peace! 
Russia (with paw to snout) :— 
Provided it’s not my piece ! 
ALL :— 
Ah, happy’s the man with his pockets all 
full, 
For over his enemies he has the pull— 
He’s in the ascendant— 
And quite independent— 
And may be a Bear, if he is not a Bull. 


RUSSIA :— 
I’m much obliged, my friend, to you— 
On your kindness I shall ponder— 
And I'll certainly do what I can do 
To assist you over yonder. 
Though our schemes may clash, we 
never must fight, 
For war is @ wrong that can never be 
right— 
So we'll have a Peace Conference every 
night, 
And on the day’s work well ponder. 
We'll talk and talk in the sweet old way, 
And the one who talks the longest, 
I am sure you'll agree, 
Must decidedly be 
The cleverest and strongest ! 


FRANCE :— 
Yes, of course, he must be the strongest ! 


BULL :— 
We shall see who will prove the 
strongest. 
ALL :— 
Oh, happy’s the man who has nothing to 
lose— PALL ae 
For they who have nothing can do 
as they choose, 
For it’s most irritating, 
To be always kept waiting, 
For ‘‘ Sick Men ” to die, when y 
their shoes 
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WELL, I DON’T MIND HELPING Y' 
OIN SPOIL MY CHINA RAILWAY, IT WON'T SUIT ME (For Cartoon Verses, see page 180.) 
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A GAME OF SPOOF. 


)U TO GET A CRUST OF BREAD FOR YOUR STARVING FAMILY, 
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Mr. Johnson from London. 
CHAPTER VI. 


“‘ Sozev, Sozel:” exclaimed Ladyj Heersute the morning after 
Mr. Potter’s visit, as the French maid_roused her. ‘I have found 





it at last.” 
“ Found ze what, me lady?” 
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LADY HEERSUTE GAVE A PURR OF DELIGHT. 


“Listen. I was walking about last night in my stockings for 
fear of waking the rest of the house, when I found—what do you 
think ?”’ 

‘Ah, madame,I know. I haf found it myself, ze little tack.” 

“No, you stupid. I found my wig. Look.” 

“Ah! ze beautiful hair. But this is not madame’s.” 

‘* How do you know that? I must say I have my own doubts 
about it. This is quite a new wig. It certainly is not the one the 
thieves took. It may be the one Potter sent me, or it may belong 
to someone else. I don’t care. It’s the same colour as mine, and 
fits me perfectly.” 

Lady Heersute gave a little purr of delight asshe placed it on her 
head. 

‘* Now,” she said, ‘‘ I can face anyone or anything. I'll see that 
inspector, the detective, the escaped lunatic, and will even attend 
the inquest if needs be.”’ 

“There is no inquest. No,no. Ze beautiful Mr. Johnson haf 
returned. There is nothings to sit upon,” said Sozel. 

‘Then, he’s not even injured?” 

“No. But James did carry him to bed last night. He did sing 
ze song, ‘Ze Leetle Bit off ze Top,’ too much, I fancy. He says 
I should sing it to your ladyship when you is in déshabillé.”’ 

‘* Sozel,"’ said Lady Heersute, catching her breath, ‘‘ that man 
knows something about my wig. You have told him—— se 

‘‘ Nothings, me lady. Ah, no. He only ask why me lady’s head 
vas like zesun. Isay I not know. He say, because it was a bright 
and shiney place. Bah! Ze Engleesh riddles haf no wit.’’ 

‘* Sozel,”’ said Lady Heersute sharply, ‘‘send that man to me at 
once.”’ 

‘‘T must silence him,”’ she added to herself biting her lip. ‘* Bright 
and shiney place, indeed! He knows too much.” 

“I wonder,” muttered Mr. Johnson when he heard Lady 
Heersute’s message, ‘‘whether she wants me as a perruquier or a 
detective. I've offered myself to her as the former—hang me—and 
been insulted, now she shall have the latter. I'll wreak my 
vengeance on her bald pate, give her the wig and exit to slow 
musi Miss Sozel conduct me to her ladyship. Is she ready 
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“Done her what?” roared Johnson. ‘Either she’s got hold of 
some champion hair producer, or,’’ he muttered, turning cold all 
over, ‘‘ I’m in the wrong house.” * 

‘“* Now, sir,’’ exclaimed Lady Heersute, as Sozel introduced the 
perruquier into her boudoir, ‘‘ I am ready to answer any questions 
you may think fit to ask me.” 

‘* You—you’ve—got it on I see,’”’ stammered Johnson, taken off 
his guard, and forgetting his intention of playing the detective. 

‘‘Got what on?’ asked Lady Heersute, haughtily. 

“The wig. You’ve got it on fairly straight considering. 

‘‘T don’t know what you mean.” 

‘‘Oh, yes you do. J know all about the wig, my lady. It’s no 
use trying to deceive me, you know. It’s my business to know all 
about ’em. I know every hair of that one, and, what’s more, I can 
tell where you found it.”’ 

‘* You’re a very impertinent man,’ said Lady Heersute angrily. 
‘‘T shall complain to your employer, get him to recall you, and 
send a politer and, I trust, a more capable man.”’ 

‘‘That’s impossible, my lady,’’ said Johnson humbly. ‘I’m the 
best in the business, excepting the boss, and if you would only put 
your head in my hands for a few moments, I would show you. 
That wig my lady is not ——”’ 

‘** Leave the room, sir, at once! I might have forgiven you your 
insolence in singing ribald songs in my servants’ hall, but your 
rudeness to me I never will. Go!” 

‘“ Well,”’ muttered Johnson as the door closed behind him. 
‘‘This is what I call base ingratitude. The interview was short, 
but I can’t say it was particularly sweet. For two pins I’d go back 
and claim the wig as my property. She hasn’t paid for it yet, and 
I’m responsible. . . . . Well. What are you staring at, 
Ugly ?”’ 

‘‘T beg your pardon ?”’ said Detective Johnson coming forward ; 
caught in the act of spying on the perruquier. 

‘‘Oh,that’sall right then. Don’t doit again,” said the man of wigs. 

‘‘T wasn’t apologising, you little shrimp,” said the Detective. “I 
meant it interrogatively.”’ 

‘‘ Then what do you mean by it, and what do you mean by calling 
me a little shrimp, Mr. Lantern Jaws, and who—who—the deuce are 
you, anyhow ?”’ 

“T’m Mr. Johnson, from London.”’ : 

‘‘What!” exclaimed the perruquier, starting back aghast. ‘I 
won’t have it. 1 won’t stand it. I’ve been insulted every five 
minutes I’ve been in this house. I’ve lost my character. I’ve lost 


%” 





*T covuLD TELL YOU soMETHING.” 


my job, but hang me if I’m going to lose my name. I[’m* Mr. 
Johnson, from London, and I'll f—f—fight you for it.”’ 
“ Here comes Inspector Goodman,” said the Detective, drily. ‘I 
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“Inspector Goodman,” shouted the wigmaker, rushing at him 
“‘ will you kindly tell this man who J am ?” ) 

“Yes, sir. You are Mr. Johnson, from London,” 

‘“‘There you are. Now, sir?” 

“ Well,” said the Detective, slowly, “it’s evident that one of us is 
an imposter, and J don’t happen to be the one. My card, Inspector. 
Mr. Johnson, London, Detective.” 

‘And mine, Inspector,” said the little man, struggling with it. 
“ Mr. Johnson, Wigmore Street, Perruquier.”’ 

‘Perruquier!” shouted the Detective, holding his sides, and 
roaring with laughter. 

‘‘Perruquier ?’’ echoed the Inspector, blankly. ‘Why didn’t 
you say so at first? We have all of us taken you for Mr. Johnson 
the detective. If it wasn’t too funny for anything I should die with 
vexation. Ha! ha! ha!”’ 

“For all that,’ said Mr. Johnson, the perruquier, angrily, 
“you're a couple of addle-pated fools. Laugh on. Clever ain’t 
you? J could tell you something,” he added, sinking into a chair, 
“that would knock spots off you, Mr. Clever Detective, or you 
either, Mr. Smart,Inspector. I could tell you where to find Lady 
Heersute’s jewels.” 


(To be continued.) 











Shunter’s Song. 
To THE TUNE OF BANGING BUFFERS 
1898. 
‘Three mighty men,’’—Second Book of Samuel, Cap. XXIII. 


AND CLANKING COUPLINGS. 


SHUNTING, shunting merrily, 
What endowments make us three 
(Curly Bob, and Midge, and me) 

For our work pro-fee-cient ? 
Nerves of iron, spring-heels spry, 
Soldier’s courage, lynx’s eye, 
Stoic’s readiness to die— 

As we shunt, as we shunt! 


1899. 
“‘T only am escaped.”’—Book of Job, Cap. I. 


Midge and Bob have left our gay 
Goods-yard now. And, well-a-day, 
Human hearts in shunters’ clay 

Are ‘ stores”’ not requi-si-tioned ! 
Else I’d, now and then, perhaps 
(When the flange my heel-tap taps) 
Heave a sigh for them—poor chaps !— 

While Z shunt, while F shunt ! 


Curly Bob was killed outright ; 
Midge was left in sorrier plight— 
Dead-alive (a piteous sight) 

Lies the “dead ward” pa-tient ! 
Meanwhile, dear M.P.’s, with pains, 
Marshal heavy-laden trains— 

Every truck of which contains 
AUTOMATIC coupling-chains, 

3y our needs oc-ca-sioned ! ; 
Then their trains (which we, confiding, 
Think to our relief are gliding) 
Calmly down the DUMMY SIDING 

They shunt—yes, they shunt! 





A Piece of China. 

Ching-a-ring-a-ring-ching, Land of Pigtails, 

What a lot of bother round a China bow], 
Nations all a-wrangle, jingle-jangle, 

Or signing mild agreements, all a-check by jowl. 
Ching-a-ring-a-ring-ching, Yang-tse, Newchwang, 

Fields of operation—railway enterprise, 
Tsung-li-Yamen seesaw, complications we saw, 

John Bull isn’t blinded by a Mandarin’s lies. 


Ching-a-ring-a-ring-ching, all the Powers 
Clamour for a portion, e’en the smallest mite, 
Golden Dragon sleeping, still a watch is keeping, 

China isn’t broken yet, and Dragons may bite. 
Ching-a-ring-a-ring-ching, ancient China— 
Pushing nations crowd and play a friendly ré 
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Our Guns. 


Hart, Scylla! smart and matchless British cruiser ! 
In gunnery proud record thou hast made, 

Raising throughout our fleets a standard high, 
To thee a guerdon rich with praise be paid! 


By splendid service of Columbia’s guns 

She conquer’d Spain: proud nation of the West. 
Remember'’d be this all-important fact, 

If our grand naval power keeps strongest, best. 


Then may efficient gunnery, standing first, 
Lead ever to promotion, swift and sure, 
And may more liberal treatment of the men 
Heroic spirits bold to our service lure ! 


No docking of their pay, to supplement 
Their meals: for better food, means better work- 
Promoting thus their love of Queen and flag, 
Against their rulers, then, no grudge shall lurk. 
And, as our noble fleets safeguard our shores, 
With mighty force their thunderbolts are hurl'd; 
In our defenders brave, we have strongest faith, 
For British gunners aye shall beat the world! 
JANE H. 
Wilbury Lawn, Hove (late West Brighton). 


OAKLEY. 


A Striking Protest. 


(‘The choir of St. John’s Church, Alltwen, a village in the 
Swansea Valley, are out on strike as a protest against the ritualistic 
form of service adopted by the curate, the Rey. J. A. Rees.’’—- Vide 
Press. | 

A pity 'tis to make a fuss, 
Which might end in a riot ; 
For harmony they ought to vote, 
And let all things be choir-t. 
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Young Mistress.—‘“‘ Mary, are you putting that pot away 
washing it?”’ | a 
Mary (a ‘“ Please ’m, you told e this 
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The Peace Conference at the Hague has proposed a Permanent Court of Arbitration 
Mediation. Great Britain will manage everything. The office of Mediator is under 


Our Special Correspondent. 





“On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “Fun’s” WASHERWOMAN. 


Art the time of ritin’, the French are 
preparin’ to “ Vive Marchand!” until 
they’re ’oarse. It puts me in mind of 
the old song ‘‘Wen Johnnie comes 
Marchand ’Ome Again,” etsetterer, 
Well, ’e’s a pluck-y feller an’ deserves a 
heart-y welkim. I only ‘opes the day is 
not far distant wen pore Dreyfus will 
get justice—it looks a trifle now as if ’e 
woud—an’ be welkimed 'ome from that 
“ Beautiful Isle of the Sea’’—save the 
mark ! 

The latest is, that wireless telegrafyis | 
to be used to guide torpedoes, wich is 
rather a blow, so to say, to the Peace 
Conference; it fair makes me shiver— 
gives mea sort of Hague (two sillybells) 
to read of all these war invenshuns. 
Pursonally speaking, I think that the 
man (mark you! no woman would 
do it) wot invents a machine to deal 
death an’ destruckshun is a wholesale 
murderer. 

To turn to a more plesunt subject, 


some new Post Office Saving Bank 
buildings is to be erected at West 


Kensington ; the Prince of Wales—who 
is proberly savin’ ’imself for the event— 
is to lay the foundation stone on the 
24th of this month. There’s nothink 
like savin’ up for ‘‘ a rainy day ”’; better 
than wastin’ your money on “ wets”’; 
it’s nice to’ave somethink to fall back on, 
’xcept wen it ’appens to be the back of 
your ead. 

They say that old Father Thames is 
gettin’ a bit choked up, but I can ’ardly 
swaller that ; it woud take a preshus lot 
to choke up ’is mighty throat! 

The Finnish Diet—sounds “fishy,” 
don’t it?—are bold in rejectin’ the 
Russian military demands; but I’m 
afraid it will only end in Russia puttin’ 
a ‘‘ Finnish-ing touch” to the matter; 
‘* Fin(n)is ’’(h) will, so to speak, be ritten. 

I reads that the Irish Patriots in 
Ameriky is ‘‘ uneasy.’’ Was they ever 
otherwise, though often other than wise ? 
An Irish patriot is a funny creechur, 
funny enough to be put in the Zoo, with 
the notice, “‘ Visitors are requested not to 
irritate the animal.”’ 

My boy Sam wants to pose as a profit; 
’e ses that the Australians will win the 
first test match. I tells ’im that itisa 
de-test-able idea; that ’e ought to stick 
up for the Mother country ; an’ then ’e 
winks, an’ ses ’e prefers the dorter to 
the mother, any day. ’E’s gettin’ on! 
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CITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF BVERY DESCRIPTION. 
CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 


” ” 


SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 
GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 


For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 


” TAN GLOSS, or 


BROWN LEATHER DRESSING, With either of these two articles, in two minutes, boots are ready to wear. 


Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON'S goods, and be sure you get them. 





SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON, E.C. 
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